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Banquets for t? other lady aunt, and cousins,
And perfumes that exceed all: train of sen-ants,
To stifle us at home, and show abroad
More motley than the French or the Venetian,
About your coach, whose rude postillion
Must pester even- narrow lane, till passengers
And tradesmen curse your choking up their stalls:
And common cries pursue your ladyship.
For hindering of their market.

Lady B. Have you done, sir ?

Born. I could accuse the gaiety of your wardrobe.
And prodigal embroideries, under which
Rich satins, plushes, cloth of silver, dare
Not show their own complexions ; your jewels,
Able to burn out the spectators' eyes.
And show like bonfires on you by the tapers :
Something might here be spared, with safety of
Your birth and honour, since the truest wealth
Shines from the soul, and draws up just admirers.
I could urge something more.

Lady B. Pray do, I like
Your homily of thrift.

Born.' I could wish, madam,
You would not game so much.

Lady B. A gamester too 1

Born. But are not come to that acquaintance yet,
Should teach you skill enough to raise your profit
You look not through the subtilty of cards,
And mysteries of dice ; nor can you save
Charge with the box, buy petticoats and pearls,
And keep your family by the precious income ;
Nor do I wish you should: my poorest servant
Shall not upbraid my tables, nor his hire,
Purchased beneath my honour.    You make play
Not a pastime but a tyranny, and vex
Yourself and my estate by it

Lady B. Good ! proceed.